196                      Honore de Balzae.
Vienna?    Yes.    But I shall have only self,  and the question will  still be  t] how it is; I must wait till "Philippe II.
I have the weakness and the spec melancholy that cornes from abuse of tc Paris no longer suits me; and while I: a veritable childhood, all that is exter begin to understand Metternichism in the sole and only sentiment by which
A book has just appeared, very fine f often ill-written, feeble, cowardly, diffui world has proscribed, but which I have re: and in which there are fine things. It i Sainte-Beuve. Whoso has not had h Couaen is not worthy to live. There ar< ous friendship with a married woman 1 soul crouches, rises, abases itself, is und solving on audacity, desiring the wroog, it, all the delicious emotions of early you' there are fine sentences, fine pages, I is the nothing that I like, the nothing to mingle myself with it. Yes, the first meets with the illusions of youth is som sacred. Unfortunately, there is not i] enticing joyousness, the liberty, the irr characterize passions in France. The I ical. Madame de Couaen is not suffici and the danger does not exist. But I twelve days tc to Vienna, as much to return, and I have but twen" dispose of. No, it is not possible in the situatic
